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scattered with black goats, spotted with little
olive trees and sometimes have white hollows,
rayed and criss-crossed, in their flanks), as they
drove up hill and down he scowled in the corner
of the carriage, with his paw so tightly closed
that the skin was stretched between the knuckles
and the little hairs stood upright. Sandra rode
opposite, dominant, like a Victory prepared to
fling into the air.

" Heartless ! " thought Evan (which was
untrue).

" Brainless ! " he suspected (and that was
not true, either). " Still . . . ! " He envied
her.

When bedtime came the difficulty was to
write to Bonamy, Jacob found. Yet he had seen
Salamis, and Marathon in the distance. Poor
old Bonamy 1 No ; there was something queer
about it. He could not write to Bonamy.
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I shall go to Athens all the same/' he
resolved, looking very set, with this hook dragging
in his side.

The Williamses had already been to Athens,